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Drfr.A. boonc ;5 uer aigne) for my feruice done, 

/pray thee peace, my foule is full of forrow. 

Dar. I will not rile vnlefle your highneflegraunf, 
Ktn. Then fpeakeat once, what is it thoudemaundft' 
Dar, T he forfeit (foueraigne) of my feruants life, 

Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman, 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffolke. \.- 

Kin, fiaue / a tongue to doome my brothers death 
And lhall the fame giue pardon to a flaue ; 

My brother flaw no man, his fault was thought, . . • 
And yet bisjouni/hment v/f, cruell death. 

Who hiea to me for him f who in my rage, 

Knee Id at my feete, and bad me beaduii'dc* 

Who fpake of brotherhood * who ofloue? 
Whotouldme how thepoorc fouledidforfake 
7ne mightie Warwicke,and did fight for me i 
Who told mein the field by Teuxburie, 

Wien oxford had me down, he refctied me, 

And faid,deare brother, liue and bea king? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field. 

Frozen almofl to death, how he did lappe me, 

Luen in his owne garments,and gauc himfelf 
AH thin and naked to the numb cold night? 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Simully pluck t,and not a man ofyou 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But wheyour carters,or your vvaighting vafTailes 
Wane done a drunken flaughter, and defac’d 
The precious /mage of our deare Redeemer, 

You ffrajght are on your knees for pardon, pardon. 

And /vmuflly too, muff graunt it you 
But for my brother, nota maft would foeake. 

Nor /(vngracious)fpeake vntomy felfe 
Fox him,poore foule : The proudeftof you all 
Hiuc bene ocuolden to him in his life 7 

Oh r "j n Y ° U f lIead Ws life : 

Un bod,/ feare thy juflice will takeholde 

rlTwt' 01 '’, 311 ? mkle * and y° urs for this. (£d 

Con»> HaflingSjhelpe me to my dofet, oh poore ClaU 
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Gh. This is the fruite of rawnes : trnrkt you not 
HoW thatthegmUie kindred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale when they did heareof Clarence death* 

Qj, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company' > Exeunt^ 

Enter Dutches ofTorke,with Clarence children , 

Bej, Tell me good Granam, is our father dead* 

Dut, No boy". 

Boy, Why do you wring your hands and beate your brealt 
And crie, Oh ( Jarcnce, my.vnhappy fonne? 

Or/e.Whydoyoiilookcon vs and fhake your head? 

And call vs wretches, Cfrphanes,cafl.awayes, 
ifthat our noble father bealiue* 

‘Dut, NJy prettie Cofcns, you miftake me much, • 

/do lament the fleknefleof the lihig? 

Asloath to loofe him, not your fathers death : 

/c were lofl labor to weepe for one that’s loft, 

Bey. 7lien Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncleis too blame for this: 

God will reuenge it, whom / will importune 
"With daily prayers all to that effe/f. 

Dut. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and fhallow Innocents, 

You cannot geffewho caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we canjfor my good Vnde Glocefter 
Told me the King prouoked by the Queene, 

Deui fd impeachments to imprifon him : 

Andwhen he told me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in his arme, and kindly kift my cheeke, 

And bad me relie on him as on my father, 

And he would loueme dearely as his childe, 

Dut. Oh that deceit iliould fteale fuch gentle fliapes > 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile ? 

Heis my.fonne, and therein my fhame : 
let from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

I hinkeyou my Vncle diddiilemble. Granam* 

Fiut. /Boy; 

Foj, I cannot thmkeit:harke, what noife is this? 
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